as committee headquarters. I was not kept waiting
long. An efficient-looking guard led me to an inner
room and to the committee. Three men sat at a
large table. Piles of papers were before them; these
they stamped, passing them from one to the other so
that each was stamped three times. They seemed
completely engrossed in their occupation and looked
at me with displeasure. Each member of the trio
was distinctive in appearance. The first typified my
conception of an Anarchist; he wore a tight-fitting
black suit, a high white collar and black tie. This
accentuated his natural pallor. His hair was neutral
and stood straight on end.
The second man was dressed in light overalls and
carried an automatic strapped to his side. Good look-
ing, almost to a fault, his whole manner was dicta-
torial; he seemed very pleased with the world. The
third was typical of many of the Spanish trades
union officials I had met in Spain, Round, fat, with
an easy smile, he lacked the self-conscious pomposity
of his British counterpart.
The typical Anarchist, who turned out to be the
Republican member, shot out a series of questions
without stopping for a moment in his stamping.
"Nationality?"
"British,"
"What are you doing here?"
*1 am a journalist and here for my work/*
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